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at coffee-stalls, saw women sleeping in mid-
winter on the Embankment, women fighting
each other amid a crowd of cheering men
in Seven Dials, stared over bridges at the
filthy yet regal Thames, listened to men
preaching exasperated atheism in the Park,
wondered at piercing solitary cries in the
night. It was a sharp and jagged world,
irremediably alien to him. He liked London
best when a heavy rain was falling. The
sudden sprouting of innumerable umbrellas,
the sharp scream of the cab-whistles, the
policemen standing unperturbed in their
gleaming waterproofs, the soft sound of hurry-
ing footsteps, the eager rush of water in the
gurgling gutters, the bright shining of the
wet roadways, the touch of the drops on
his own face, comforted and thrilled him;
he felt in these moments that he became a
member of the great city.

He read, not in order to know, but in order
to be lost; yet he found that he could not
lose himself in anything but the reaL He
could not return to Dickens, even though
in memory it seemed to him as marvelled
as ever. Indeed, the only story in which te
could count on being lost was Tolstoy's
War and Peace, Instead of authors' works